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Paddy Carty of Kilmacannon ! His son called to greet
' Miss Constance' as he called me and he says he'll
never call me anything else. He tells me that I ' put
the first pair of britches ' he ever had on him : it was
a matter of ' some plovers' eggs' he said.
Our procession marched up muddy precipices,
through a desolate-looking town to the Hotel. All
Hotels in America are good and clean. Snow on the
fields and snow in odd corners, but you don't feel the
cold, I can't imagine why, as it's all muddy and damp.
The town is built on the side of a mountain, and motor
cars cheerfully bustle up and down mud tracks, and the
ruts so deep, up to the axle, that we would hesitate to
drive an ass and cart up and down. Looking down into
the plain, one held one's breath and prayed that the
brakes would hold. But cars don't seem to run away
and turn somersaults. Only occasionally the ruts are
more than axle deep and they have to wait to be pulled
out if the wheel gets in.
We started for Anaconda in a blinding snow-storm.
Twenty-eight miles were-before us, and the road good
at both ends, but unmade for a stretch of over three
miles in the middle. Our car was lucky, but the one
Miss Barry was in came to grief both ways. Soon after
we got on to the mud track it skidded off the track,
hurled itself across the ditch and landed somewhere on
the mountain among the bog and scrubby bushes. It
got back in the end somehow, with a wild jnmp.
At Anaconda we found a white town and snow over
the tops of our boots. In spite of this, the meeting was
fine, and we faced for Butte at midnight in deep snow.
.Luckily, our motor was the second, for the one in which
Mr. Kelly was got lost for hours in the snow, and Miss
Barry, who preceded us, landed with hers in a ditch
and there they stuck. Luckily we had a chain on board
and after about an hour's work—snow falling heavily

